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 In June of 2012, a fire ripped through Waldo Canyon, just west of Colorado 
Springs. My family was forced to evacuate and unable to return home for over two 
weeks. The fire came within two miles of our front yard. My best friend had to evacuate 
three separate times as the fire moved and grew. The whole city reeked of smoke. I 
stayed with my mom in the city, but her house did not have air conditioning and the 
fans only drew the smoke into our lungs. We sought refuge in movie theaters and 
shopping malls. The fluorescent lights and artificial air granted us temporary escape 
from the local news loops cataloging the devastation. It took fourteen days for the city to 
lift the evacuation notice and re-open the highway that led to my home. As I drove back 
up Ute Pass, my car loaded with family photographs, I gaped at the ghosts of trees that 
speckled the familiar hills.  
 Over three hundred homes were destroyed in the Mountain Shadows 
neighborhood of Colorado Springs when the fire unexpectedly changed directions and 
jumped the ridge. Firefighters were caught completely off guard, and some families had 
only minutes to evacuate. The fire moved erratically, destroying entire lots and leaving 
the yards of neighbors untouched. Pristine family homes sat peacefully in contrast to the 
blackened piles of rubble. Families sifted through the ashes looking for things that had 
survived. One woman told me of the ceramic handprints of her children, the white glaze 
turned gray by the heat, that she found in the wreckage. The weight of loss was too 
much for some families, who chose to move or rebuild elsewhere. Others took their 
insurance money back to Mountain Shadows, building “McMansions” on their old lots. 
Two years after the fire, two hundred and fifty of the three hundred and forty-seven 
destroyed homes had been rebuilt.  
 This fire deeply imprinted in my memory, and when given the opportunity to 
write about home, it was the first place I went. In the vain of documentary poetics and 
inspired by poets like Michael Ondaatje and Robert Fitterman, I sourced material from 
interviews, newspaper articles, online videos, and a museum exhibit at the Colorado 
Pioneer Museum to write poems about this fire. 
 I continued to pursue documentary poetics and found a list of the fires in the 
United States where the most lives had been lost. There I found the Iroquois Theater Fire 
(1903), and an incredible book written a year after the fire by Bishop Fallows. Reading 
the first hand accounts he had collected, and exploring the class dynamics of those who 
perished in the fire was fascinating; I became enthralled with history and research. I 
wrote about the fire at Our Lady of the Angels catholic school (1958), another fire where 
loss of life would have been preventable if fire codes had been followed.  
 After this, I returned to nature and began to explore the history of forest fire 
fighting and suppression.  In 1910, a fire burned in Washington, northern Idaho and 
western Montana, destroying over three million acres of forest. The summer had been 
hot and dry, and there were thousands of small fires burning in the area. On August 
twentieth, hurricane-strength winds turned the small fires into one blazing inferno. 
Eighty-seven people were killed, most of them firefighters; the fire is the largest in 
United States history. The fire solidified the importance of the United States Forest 
Service, and ushered in a new era of fire suppression. After this devastation, it was 
believed that all fires were damaging to forests. The Forest Service decided that it would 
prevent and battle against every wildfire. In 1988, during a record drought, a fire in 
Yellowstone National Park destroyed almost 800,000 acres. The fire began as many 
different natural burns causes by lightning strikes, which eventually grew and combined, 
intro 
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affecting thirty-six percent of the park. Colossal fires like Yellowstone are a direct 
consequence of suppression practices.  
 I continued to do research, but changed directions once more in the summer of 
2014. I spent over two months writing about women who were burned alive due to 
accusations of witchcraft. It was important to me to incorporate women’s voices into my 
project, and I became completely absorbed by the stories of these women. Witch-hunts 
took place throughout fifteenth and early sixteenth century, with a major resurgence in 
the seventeenth century. A majority of the trials took place in Germany, France and 
Switzerland, and roughly three-fourths of the victims were women. Women were seen 
as the weaker sex, and thus more susceptible to the influences of the devil. The reasons 
for accusation ranged from famine in the community, to lurid sexual behavior, mental 
illness or old age of the victim. Women were often accused as punishment for their 
behavior, or the behavior of their fathers and husbands. If a woman did not confess to 
witchcraft outright, she would often be tortured until she did. These confessions were 
held as evidence against her, and execution by burning or hanging followed soon after. 
If a woman did not confess, this was treated as proof that the devil was making her 
stronger, and she was often still executed. Witches were treated as answers for the 
unanswerable, and paid the price for religious hysteria.  
 These research-based poems became the first section of my collection, called 
“history.” The numbers that occur on pages thirteen, eighteen, and twenty-one are the 
dates of the fires and the lives lost, while the last set of numbers on page twenty-two is 
the date range for the Yellowstone fire and the number of acres that were destroyed. 
 The research that I did into historical fires led me to pursue related ideas and 
concepts that interested me. I became fascinated by the ideas of creation and destruction, 
and it was a driving force in many of my poems. Our society tends to view fire as a 
destructive force: it threatens our homes, demolishes our hillsides, and takes our 
children. Yet fire is creative force too: it is essential to the life cycles of ecosystems, it 
creates void and emptiness, it creates destruction. Fire rewrites the landscapes it touches. 
And the things it leaves behind, so often thought of as ruined, are simply transformed. 
 I was captivated by this transformation of objects, especially photographs. I gave 
in to a bit of pyromania, and decided to burn some of my own photographs. I loved the 
effect that was created, and integrated these photos into my second section called 
“waldo.” The idea that something as intimate as photographs could be destroyed 
seemed a poignant metaphor for the way that these fires invade our lives, and take 
things from us that we did not know we could lose.  
 Two additional sections in the work use images as a crucial element to support 
and enhance the text. Section three, called “burn” was the last series that I wrote for this 
project. When so many of my poems are about destruction, I wanted to offer something 
contrasting, and decided to use text from a burn treatment tutorial. While doing research 
online, I found a list of burn treatments with simple and strange illustrations. I paired 
the images and instruction titles with research I had done about different historical 
methods of immolation. The effect is much darker than the rest of the collection, 
certainly owing to the sterile images in contrast to the disturbing text.  
 The last section of the work is called “pyro board.” It includes images from a 
series of videos made by a group of Danish physicists called Fysikshow. They drilled 
2,500 holes into a metal box, pumped flammable gas into it, and lit the gas on fire. Then, 
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they played music through a speaker pointed directly at the flames.  When the sound 
waves travel through the gas, the vibrations affect the flow of gas inside the board, 
changing the height of the flames. I used stills from the videos as inspiration, placing an 
image on a page and writing a poem around it. I found these videos at a time when my 
work felt stagnant, and they gave me a new passion for my project. They complement 
the themes in the poems of abstraction and movement, and show an incredible 
interaction between fire and music.  
 I felt that it was important to incorporate images into my work because fire is 
inherently visual, and text descriptions still leave something to be desired. The use of 
image is also a reflection of a personal struggle that I have always had with language. 
There are moments in every person’s life where words fail us, where they simply do not 
mean enough. These moments have always especially frustrated me as a writer, when 
language should be my most effective tool. When confronted with true tragedy and loss, 
especially when that loss was not my own, I found myself struck by the deficiencies of 
language. And while I do not think that images can fill that gap entirely, they were able 
to fill the spaces where the words simply would not come. When the burden of carrying 
too many people’s stories was too much to bear, when I confronted the horrors of 
history, I turned to the flickering flames as a solace. These images, along with my use of 
the text as a visual medium, were my attempt to come a little closer to capturing it all.  
 It has only been recently that I have begun thinking of words as a visual medium, 
rather than just a written one. My entrance into poetry was as a spoken-word artist, and 
page arrangement was never something that I gave much thought to. For a period of 
time, I looked down upon my peers who used form in unexpected ways. I had always 
thought that one needed to be a practiced poet, to know all the rules before trying to 
break them. As I read more contemporary poets like M. NourbSe Philip and Eleni 
Sikelianos, I was inspired by the way they used space, whether with great meaning and 
weight, or to create a visual for the reader. I realized that by confining my work to left 
aligned poems with end-stopped lines, I was not using all the tools afforded to me as a 
poet. A different use of space creates a new sense of rhythm and makes the work more 
visually appealing. The close alignment between two lines creates a sense of connection 
between them. It also makes the reader pay more attention to the line breaks and 
spacing choices, which changes the pace of the reading. The choice to scatter the text on 
the page was also a thematic one. The movement of the text on the page matches the 
dispersal that fires create. The uncertainty, the stampeding feet, the loss, are all mirrored 
in the moving lines.  
 The grayed and overlapping text seek to complicate and obscure language. The 
poems remind us of what is seen and what is not, of the stories we tell ourselves and the 
voices we ignore. The women who have burned as witches were silenced. The majority 
of the women and children who died at the Iroquois Theater Fire were lower class, 
trapped because the owners of the theater did not want them to sneak into the expensive 
seats. There are the effects we see when a fire moves across our landscape: the charred 
ground, the leveled houses, the falling ash. But we don’t see the effects when fires are 
not allowed to burn at their natural intervals. Suppression creates ticking time bombs. 
When we snuff out natural burns, we create more fuel for major fires like those at 
Yellowstone and Waldo Canyon. Humans have spread into areas that need fire to thrive. 
We bend the ecosystems to meet our needs, and are surprised when where fire is a 
natural part of its cycle.  
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 The poems in this collection are incredibly diverse. Style, form, and voice vary 
immensely from one section to the next, almost to the point of discordance. Fire is the 
only thread they share. Fire itself has so many facets, and our interactions with it are so 
complex, limiting the kinds of poems I wrote would have hindered my ability to explore 
the subject fully. Both in content and form, I followed whatever sparked my interest, 
whatever inspired me. It was a liberating experience, and allowed me to both stretch my 
abilities as a poet and watch my work take on new life.   
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Red 
Just visible  
980 °F 
Dull  
1300°F 
Cherry, dull  
1500°F 
Cherry, full  
1700°F 
Cherry, clear  
1800°F 
Orange 
 Deep  
 2000°F 
             Clear  
 2200°F 
White 
Whitish  
2400°F 
              Bright  
 2600°F 
 Dazzling 
 2700°F 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
____ is not generous. 
 
____ does not ask permission, it takes.  
 
____ leaves behind.  
history 
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 12.30.1903 
Chicago 
 
they billed it absolutely fireproof  
24-48 West Randolph Street 
Mr. Bluebeard, Let Us Swear by the Pale Moonlight 
padlocked accordion gates blocked the stairways  
to keep them in the cheap seats 
even the gallery was filled with children 
cyclonic blast 
asbestos curtain Kilfyre 
piles in stairways 
in alleyways 
distinct lack of fire apparatus  
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 thunderbolt from clearsky 
     leaped from stage to balcony 
 
surely something would be done to extinguish it,     surely  
 the dancers continued to     sway   
     they stilled the    nerves     of the crowd 
 
    the audience stood 
      terror bound 
    in a valley of     
     volcano blast  
 
 
 
 then 
 
it snuffed out, having nothing left 
        to feed upon  
    
 
   
   a mass  
   of equality 
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I was profoundly impressed by the expressions on the faces of many of the dead. Perhaps it was 
only a fancy, but it seemed to me that the faces of those having the higher order of intelligence 
showed less horror and more resignation. Some of those seemed to have passed away almost with 
a smile of faith, so serene were their countenances. But the faces of the less intelligent were 
uniformly struck with suffering to a terrible degree.  
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let us swear by the pale moonlight 
the dancers swayed 
virtual temple of beauty  
tangles 
the screams 
Eddie told the orchestra to play 
 
the firefighters couldn’t  
open the doors  
the bodies seven feet high 
blocked the 
accordion gates 
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She rushed for Randolph Street.  
In the mighty marble lobby  
she looked over her shoulder. 
She saw, in the glass, the reflection of the flames. 
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the only 
firefighting  
equipment  
(six canisters  
a chemical  
Kilfyre  
(bicarbonate-of-soda  
powder) 
used  
for chimney  
fires 
in residential homes) 
gave 
a false sense of security 
 
 
 
12301903 602 	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8.20.1910 
Wallace 
 
all those men with faraway accents and empty stomachs 
came to save us 
see there, way up on the ridgeline, just candles flickering in the trees 
 
palousers, the warm winds from the southwest, were rare in the bitterroots 
palouser hissing flames at high speed 
hurricanegalforcewinds sent the flames 
galloping down the ridge 
 
that’s when the troops came, negro soldiers of the 25th infantry 
by then it was nearly as large as connecticut 
nearly three million acres in less than two days 
 
ten thousand men  
not one of them could imagine 
a fire of this magnitude  
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That night, 500 miles out into the Pacific Ocean, ships could not navigate by the stars because the 
sky was so cloudy with smoke. 
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Only women and children were to board the trains. 
The mayor called on every able-bodied man to stay and fight. 
They released the men from the jail to form a human fire line in front of the courthouse. 
Only two men (a bank robber and a murderer) remained handcuffed. 
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A woman buried her sewing machine out back in a shallow grave. 
 
A pressman dug a hole for his trunk of family possessions 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Their stationary said fireproof. 
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After the devastation, it was decided that the U.S. Forest Service was to prevent and battle 
against every wildfire. 
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Bitterroot 
 Cabinet 
Clearwater 
Coeur d'Alene 
Flathead 
Kaniksu	  
Kootenai 
Lewis and Clark 
Lolo  
St. Joe  
Setzer Creek  
Gone 
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12.1.1958 
Chicago 
 
our grandfather clause 
english basement 
 our 25-feet above ground 
wrong address 
our broken alarm 
our school 
winter coats hanging 
our greysmokeblacksmoke prayers 
shattered windows 
our sister mary lyng mary kelley mary clare 
our northwing picket fence 
our lady of the angels 
our prayer 
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english basement 
 
909 N. Avers 
the school's second floor windows were  
25 feet above the ground 
 
they jumped anyway 
or were pushed 
the surface under the windows 
was concrete or 
crushed 
rock. 
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fire alarm pulled once 
did not ring 
the children in the church 
did not ring 
 
 
 
pulled twice 
 
children on the second floor 
 
were trapped 
 
 
 
 
the firefighters    sent to the rectory  
 
     wasted minutes 
 
 
seven foot fence blocked    
     the ladders 
 
   wasted minutes  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
There are no new lessons to be learned from this fire; only old lessons that tragically went 
unheeded. 
 
 
12301903 602 
8201910 87 
1211958 95 
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5.24.1988-9.11.1988 
Yellowstone 
 
naked, reaching 
whole hillsides 
like telephone polls 
praying  
 
ash could look like dust 
but the taste 
the taste 
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5241988-9111988 793880 
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5.9.1726 
London 
 
for the sake of jesus please 
just let her be strangled first 
repenting to god over and over 
as they slip the iron collar 
around her hollow bones 
 
three shrieks empty into in the air 
before the flames 
 devour her 
 
a pile of winged ashes  
lifted by the wind 
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Do not allow a sorceress to live. 
 
     You must not allow a sorceress to live. 
 
  You shall not permit a sorceress to live. 
  
You shall not allow a sorceress to live. 
 
                                          You must not allow a sorceress to live.  
 
       You are not to allow a sorceress to live.  
 
   
   Never let a witch live. 
 
      Thou shalt not suffer a witch to live. 
 
   You shall not allow a witch to live. 
 
                     You shall not suffer a witch to live. 
 
            Thou shalt not suffer a sorceress to live. 
 
     Wizards thou shalt not suffer to live.  
 
     Thou shalt not suffer a sorceress to live. 
 
 
     You shall not allow a sorceress to live. 
 
            A witch thou dost not keep alive. 
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I. The Great Noise 
II. It was clear that the accusations were false. 
III. Her young son was forced to watch. 
IV. She received the gunpowder with a smile. 
V. She confessed to anything under torture. 
VI. Epilepsy was seen as a sign of the Devil. 
IV. She climbed to the stake showing no fear. 
VI. She cried out her innocence. 
III. They were made responsible for every unsolved crime. 
II. A competitor to her husband accused her of sorcery. 
III. Her breasts were cut off and rubbed in the faces of her adult sons. 
IV. She stood stern in her denial. 
I. Det Stora Oväsendet 
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SWIMMING 
 spurned the sacrament of baptism 
   the water      rejects  
         their body      
         would  sink  like  a  s   t   o  n   e 
 
 
 
 
 
 
PRAYING 
     incapable of speaking  
   aloud 
          the Lord  
          
 witch was illiterate 
              errors were proof of the devil 
 
       dismissed as a devil’s trick 
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MARKING 
  
 unsightly  
     
         Satan 
      witches’ teat  
 
desperate women would sometimes even burn or cut off any offending marks on their bodies, only 
to have their wounds labeled as proof 
 
 
 
PRICKING 
 examiners  
  used  
  special needles to 
     repeatedly 
       stab  
       the accused  
       flesh  
 con men  
 with  
 dulled  
 needlepoint 
 
 
found guilty  
      and  
             h     a     n   g   e      d  
          as witches 
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All wickedness is but little to the wickedness of a woman. What else is woman but a foe to 
friendship, an inescapable punishment, a necessary evil, a natural temptation, a desirable 
calamity, a domestic danger, an evil of nature, painted with fair colors! 
  
Women, burning 
inherently evil, perpetrators of sin 
all just painted Eves 
with hands outstretched 
mouths wet at the sight of an apple 
(mouths filled with smoke, with soot) 
finally as quiet 
as they are meant to be 
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Pros 
jack pine pinus banksiana 
giant redwood sequoia sempervirens 
manzanita srctostaphylos 
mule’s ear wyethia 
ceanothus 
chamise adenostoma fasciculatum 
phacelia 
 
 
Cons 
2395 COURTNEY DR 
2415 COURTNEY DR 
2425 COURTNEY DR  
2420 COURTNEY DR 
2270 COURTNEY DR  
6030 ASHTON PARK PLACE 
6020 ASHTON PARK PLACE 
6040 ASHTON PARK PLACE 
6425 ASHTON PARK PLACE 
… 
Why didn’t I grab the 100-button necklace my daughter made for me from my grandmother’s 
button box? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
waldo 
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It was the smell that made us all nervous.  
And the heat. The hottest days in record.  
The air was like a noose. 
 
The city sold out of air conditioners.  
All that was left was fans,  
blowing the smell  
deeper into our skin. 
 
 
 
 
 
The heat isn’t our problem here. It’s the wind.  
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June 26th 
heavy wind 
how the crow flies 
the ridge was just 
a stone’s throw away 
through thick haze 
lifted ash 
over canyons 
moved mountains 
like rubiks cubes 
overturned 
un-hearthed 
command centers 
epi-centers, our brains 
our collective 
breathholdingbreathholding 
breath 
the smell 
seeped into the fibers 
of our hair 
holding breath 
we didn’t want to encourage 
the wind 
did not 
holding our breath 
blew  
over ridges 
through mountains 
moved too fast 
pounding on our doors 
entered without asking 
we ran 
out of breath 
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18 days.   
18 days of sirens. 
He looked up at the TV in Wal-Mart 
and watched 
his house burn.  
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If it picks up 
where am I going to  
run? 
 
The state forestry knowingly put protection of property ahead of safety.  
19 hotshots died at Yarnell. 
Overtaken. 
It skews your judgment.  
  It can make you take more  
  risk  
  than normal.  	  
It was different.  
I was protecting houses of people I had grown up with.  
Watched the hillsides  
that I used to hike and bike  
disappear 
in a matter of minutes.  	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      The painting and frame survived, but the glass melted in the inferno. 
 
photos 
fingers  
    licking corners 
bubbles forming over 
faces curling like  
homecoming hair 
there is 
only thick air  
that heavy  
taste in  
lungs 
35 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
This is not a returning, 
this is a whole new kind of leaving.  
We took pictures of the ice in Norway.  
The spruce tree on Champagne Street is still standing.  	  
Our house is not.  	  
36 
quote displayed on exhibit wall  
from the ashes: the waldo canyon fire 
colorado springs pioneer museum 
3/8/2014 
 
My hope is stronger than my heartache. 
My hope is stronger than my heartache. 
Hope is stronger than my heart ache. 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache. 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heart ache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache. 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heart ache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache. 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache 
 
 
My hope is stronger than my heart ache 
My hope is stronger than my heart ache 
My hope is stronger than my heartache.
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CH2O+O2+H2O+CO2+ CO+C+N2 
combustiblecompound       
materialrich 
               ambient temperature    above  
chain reaction flash point 
the _____ tetrahedron  catalyst 
propagates oxidizer fuel 
oxidizer is oxygen 
a force caused by acceleration 
rapidly surrounds itself with its own combustion products and non-oxidizing gases from the air, 
which exclude oxygen and extinguish it 
                    aspacecraft convection is intensified 
its own heat 
mixture of reacting 
emitting 
familiarredorange  
glow 
transitions is the  
excited molecules 
Black-body radiation is emitted from particles, though to behave like perfect blackbodies.  
de-excited atoms  
makeup for the spectra  
and the uncombusted carbon blacksmoke becomes 
spherical self-perpetuating  
Always in the middle the char combines 
 
Redux-tion          oxidation 
rest iron   rust iron   chemical iron bonding  
to oxygen Fe2O3 
made of silica  
  state change  
heat triggers  
-the soot and ash-  
 
 
 
 
In other words  
they burn. 
burn 
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Ten Ways to Treat a Burn 	  
Burns are a common but extremely painful injury. While minor burns will heal 
without much medical attention, severe burns require special care to prevent 
infection and reduce the severity of scarring. Before you treat a burn, it is 
important to understand what kind of burn (treason, heresy, witchcraft, sexual 
deviancy) you have suffered. Read on for the best practices in burn treatment.  
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1 
Use cool water.  
Immerse him in manure up to his knees, roll a rough cloth into a soft one and 
wrap it around his neck. Then have one person pull the cloth one-way, one the 
other way, until he opens his mouth. Light the wick and throw it into his mouth; it 
will drop into his intestines and sear them.  
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2 
Add a cold compress.  
Strip the man naked, and apply the tunica molesta (instructions follow). Fasten 
the man to a high pole, and continue to pour down burning pitch and lard onto his 
head. Make sure to fasten a spike under the chin, to prevent him from turning 
away from the flames.  
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3 
Apply egg oil (egg yolk oil) twice a day for a week. 
Fill a rubber tire with kerosene (or gasoline) and place around it the neck of a live 
individual. When the fuel is ignited, the rubber will melt, and the victim will be 
burnt to death. This practice, called necklacing, is popular in South Africa.  
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4 
Use a salt solution. 
Erect a gibbet (instructions follow) and light a fire beneath it. Place the prisoner in 
a large iron cage with sixteen wild cats and hang the cage above the fire. As the 
cats become agitated from the flames, they will attack and disembowel the 
prisoner.  
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5 
Try using black tea.  
If a young black man does something condemable (ie whistling at a white a 
woman) prepare a bonfire outside city hall (or another government building).  
Slip a chain around the man’s neck, and douse him in oil. Allow members of the 
mob to cut off his fingers, toes, and genitals. Hang him from a tree and light the 
fire beneath him. To increase suffering, repeatedly raise and lower the man into 
the flames until he is burned to death (up to two hours). If he attempts to climb 
the chain, he will find himself unable to, owing to his lack of fingers.  
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6 
Use aloe vera.  
By far the most common method, burning at the stake can also be the most 
effective. The victim can be strangled beforehand or burned alive, depending on 
the severity of the offense, and individual preference. To expedite the process, 
hot wax or tar may be placed on the victim; however the traditional method of 
wood fuel offers a hint of nostalgia.  
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7 
Apply vinegar.  
Open the mouth of the criminal (drunkard, adulterer, etc.) and pour in your molten 
liquid (prepared earlier). Molten lead, silver or gold may be used with equal 
effectiveness. The substance can also be poured into the ears or over the head.  
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8 
Soak your burn in milk.  
Bind your victim to a glowing iron throne and place a hot iron crown on his head. 
He will be roasted to death, in irony.  
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9 
Apply a little honey.  
With your victim standing stationary, construct a tower of tires that approximately 
matches the victims height (6-8 tires for standard male). Douse the victim in fuel 
and light them on fire. This method is common in Brazil, where the name micro-
ondas is an allusion to microwave ovens.  
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Tips  
• This advice should not be substituted for medical attention. If in doubt, 
consult a physician immediately. 
• Turn it into mounds and ruin heaps, the young men and the maidens in the 
fire you burn.  
• Only use clean, pure, cool water or saline solution if available as first aid 
for major burns and protect the area with a sterile or very clean cloth, such 
as a sheet and seek immediate medical attention. 
• Whoever sees a veiled prostitute shall seize her and bring her to the 
palace entrance and they shall pour hot pitch over her head.  
 
Warnings 
• Thou shall not suffer a witch to live.  
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if you can’t handle the heat then get out of the kitchen dead heat that caused more heat 
than light take some heat turn up the heat heat of the moment the heat is on go up in 
flames drawn like a moth to the flame burst into flames she’s an old flame flame up 
flame war this’ll go down in flames fired up fire sale that idea really caught fire firearms 
gun fire the engine back fired he lacked fire they directed their fire at him fight fire with 
fire the whiskey lit a fire in her throat he was breathing fire mad fire and brimstone fire 
away fire in my belly firing on all four cylinders i lit a fire under them he’s playing with 
fire that set the world on fire they have been under fire recently jeeze where’s the fire 
that plan really back fired you’re just adding fuel to the fire firing blanks great balls of 
fire in the line of fire out of the frying pan and into the fire where there’s smoke there’s 
sure-fire fire in the hole it spread like wildfire you got fired his baptism of fire if you 
play with fire you’re gonna get burned he really burnt that bridge she’s burning the 
candle at both ends burning the midnight oil ooooh you need ice for that burn burning 
rubber feel the burn that money is burning a hole in your pocket that was a slow burn 
crash and burn money to burn burning daylight burning question it’s on the back burner 
my ears are burning what a burn out he smokes like a chimney we smoked that sucker 
out of there it’s all just smoke and mirrors holy smokes put that in your pipe and smoke 
it smoke signals nah, you’re just blowing smoke chain smokes hey can i bum a smoke 
damn she is smoking hot he looks ashen reduced to ashes i’ll rise from the ashes wear 
sack cloth and ashes rake over the ashes 
 
 
 
 
 
 
pyro bo rd
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we were trying so hard	      
 
   
       but we were melting   
       
    
      
      
 
h 
e 
a 
t 
d 
e 
a 
t 
h 
we forgot about the emptiness 
to hold 
    ourselves 
        together  
un 
hinged  
our tragedy 	  
and the smell of it all	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     you can’t          
    unearth  unhearthed  
 
 
  
like the      
     the only ones still 
         
  
 
        
 
 
 
heartache isn’t specific 
t  r   e   e   s s  i n g      e  d 
singsinge 
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we write the moon like this  
     
      that’s what they called our soil 
   
     mapping the craters left behind 
     
   	  	   
 
m 
o 
o 
n 
sca 
pe γράφω Σελήνη 
γράφω Σελήνη 
γράφω Σελήνη γράφω Σελήνη 
satellites circle like this 
mountain ranges made blurry 
by our far  away images 
we did not have that luxury 	  
satellites circle like this 
mountain ranges made blurry 
by our far  away images 
satellites circle like this 
mountain ranges made blurry 
by our far  away images 
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these are ways of becoming 
         
        write 
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   the finally 
     the 
rising, rising, with a whirling motion
  
 
  burnt Sappho’s poems       
 
         and sleep, 
and sleep, and sleep  
                                                
 the             f    l  i c  k   e   r      i n g 
breathing the books in 
beautiful thing-  
and sleep,	  
breathing the books in 
breathing the books in 
breathing the books in 
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there were words before 
 
 
this is what happens    when we forget 
     the lessons of      de    struc     tion 
      
    they seep through the cracks in the pa (i) n(e)s 
 
  they steal the words  
 
there were  
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  move  ment  
    
   like  
      fire  
      
  like  
   
  breathing       fire 
      
    
 breath   ing 
        
      movement 
      
      music 
  is all that’s    
            left 
     
     
 right 
      
        when we 
   forget 
     forget   
 
the music of it moved in us  
we forgot all of our records when we left. I still think about the sound of them melting 
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the tongues 
 
   licked 
    
    
     our ache 
     our aching 
     our  
        wings 
           like wings 
               like wings 
 like  
    
     all the  
       f  l  u  tt  e  
rr  i  n g   
      all the  
      all the 
      all the 
breath 
moths	  
moths	  moths	   moths	  like mouths  
licking 
lick 
aching 
aching 
b
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THE NUMBERS 
 
10.8.1871  
4, 3/4, >2,000  
73 
120  
2,000  
17,500  
222,000,000 
100,000  
2,000,000 
 
9.14.1812 
3/4  
6,496/9,151 
8,251 
122 of 329 
12,000 
 
12.30.1903  
605 
24-28 
2,000 
10 
15:15 
2/300 
 
11.9.1872 
19:20 
65 
1776 
73,500,000 
30 
83-87 
 
 
 
 
6.23.2012 
32,000  
346 
24 
1.8  
453,700,000 
18  
18,247 
 
12.1.1958 
25 
1,600 
909 
30x24 
95 
209 
 
8.20.1910 
25 
10,000 
87 
~3,000,000 
500 
10 
 
5.24.1988-9.11.1988 
80  
10,000  
51  
229  
793,880 
57  
>2000  
54  
end 
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8-13  For this section, I relied heavily on Lest we Forget by Bishop Fallows. Page 7 
 inculdes appropriated text from the introduction of the same book, and page 8 is 
 a direct quote.  
14-18 Sourced from The Big Burn by Timothy Egan.  
18 Photo by Michael Stanford, of a fire in Leavenworth, Washington. July 2014. 
19-21 Sourced from To Sleep With the Angels by David Cowan and John Juenster. 
23 in defense of burning 
 
 it didn’t move like i expected it to.  
 it was graceful and quiet, 
 hushing the crowd with its grace.  
 
 a ballerina twirling on the stage 
 pirouette, emboîté, chasse, vole. 
 the intricate dance of destruction. 
 i couldn’t rip my eyes away. 
 
 the smoke too, twisted around me 
 wrapping me in a soft cocoon 
 just like the heat did. 
 
 the flames leapt across my skin 
 inhaling me. 
 
 i would have lifted my hands to dance 
 were they not bound behind me. 
 my eyes swayed, watching the ash 
 twist and dive.  
 
 pulchra mortem 
 la belle morte 
 this beautiful death 
 liberating me from my body. 
 
24 Exodus 22:18 
28 Quoted from Malleus Maleficarum (Hammer of Witches) a prosecution of witches
 written in 1486 by German Catholic clergyman Heinrich Kramer. 
38 The full line reads, “My hope is stronger than my heartache.” 
52 Selenography is the study of the surface of the Moon. The word is derived from 
 the Greek goddess of the moon Selene (Σελήνη) and the verb "I write" (γράφω).  
54 “Beautiful thing” is borrowed from Paterson by William Carlos Williams.  
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